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ently what sort of a place was Tabacol. Had he
been there before ?

" Never," said the doctor, " nor is it the kind
of place one wishes to see twice. We were kept
at Tabacol because so many of our men were
down with fever. It is a little distance up the
Pondurucu River . . . maybe two hundred
miles. Did you say . . . ? No. It is not
really out of the way. An ocean steamer calls at
Tabacol once a month or six weeks. It is only
on the edge of what romantic people call the
unknown."

It was evident he thought I could be one of the
romantic. He looked at me for the first time,
twisting the cord of his eyeglass with his finger and
thumb in a fastidious way, and I thought his
glance was to dissipate some doubt he had that he
ought to be speaking to me at all. He dropped
the cord suddenly as if letting go his reserve, and
said slyly, with a grave smile : " Perhaps the
romantic think the unknown is worth looking into
because it may be better than what they know.
At Tabacol I used to think the unknown country
beyond it looked even duller than usual. There
was a forestj a river, a silencea and it was either day